18                  A HAUNTED BEAUTY.

pleases, dances, that even Tumburu does not know.
And with that, he fell into such a paroxysm of
laughteij that weak as he was, he could not standj
but fell: and his laughter turned to sobbing. Then
the King's daughter turned to her father, with an
angry flush on her brow. And she said, with strong
emotion: O father, wilt thou delay for ever to
send for food and water? Dost thou not see that
this King's son, great and powerful though he be,
is weak, and it may be, perishing, before thy face,
of hunger and thirst, having escaped by a miracle
out of the desert to die by thy neglect.

And she clapped her hands, stamping her foot
in indignation. Then the women rans and took up
Aja, and carried him away. And they bathed him,
and tended him, and fed him till he was recovered:
and after a while, they brought him tack, into the
presence of the King.

IV.

So he came once more into that hall, looking
like another man. And he seemed in the eyes of
the King like the rising sun of his daughter's
marriage, but in those of his daughter like the very
God of Love? newly risen from his own ashes* Aad